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surprise, I bad given way to a manner which still less
became my situation. Women are quicker than men in
judging of strangers. The two girls were evidently my
friends from the first, and the fair laugher beckoned me to
come and sit down by her. This gay wench had wonder-
fully touched my fancy. I complied with her courteous
offer without hesitation. I threw away my knapsack and
my stick, and stretched my legs with the air of a fine
gentleman. I was already ashamed of my appearance, and
forgot everything in the desire to figure to the best
advantage to my new friend. 'This is the first time/ I
drawled out with a languid air, and looking in her face,
' this is the first time in my life that I ever walked, and I
am heartily sick of it.'

' And why have you walked, and where have you come
from, and where are you going to ? * she eagerly demanded,

' I was tired to death of riding every day of my life/ I
rejoined, with the tone of a man who had exhausted
pleasure. ' I ana not going anywhere, and I forget where
I came from.'

' Oh, you odd thing !' said the wench, and she gave me
a pinch.

The other girl, who was handsome, but dark, and of a
more serious beauty, at this moment rose, and went and
spoke to the crusty fire-lighter. When she returned she
seated herself on my other side ; so I was now between the
two: but as she seated herself, though doubtless uncon-
sciously, she pressed my hand in a sentimental manner.

* And what is your name ?' asked the laughing girl.

* Theodora!  how can you be so rude ?' remarked the
serious beauty.

* Do you know/ said the laughing girl, whispering in my
ear, ' I think you must be a little count.'

I only amiled in answer, but it was a smile whidh com-
plimented her penetration.